THE ENCOUNTER            255

He was going too fast, whispered a voice.
Life was not so simple, and it could not be
made simple by any denial, however heroic.
There were women, and other things besides.
He listened, but he scarcely heard. Whatever
difficulties the future might bring, this was
simple and clear and necessary. He was
not being heroic at all. He had merely
seen, or felt, a little deeper into himself and
was obeying.

He was determined not to be heroic, That
would be a lie and fatal. He would hate
himself, and they would see through it and
hate him. He was going to stick to Ms life
as he had planned it; he was a person who
would always find something to do with all
his might. Above all, there must be no
gesture. There wasn't much temptation,
really.

The hard pedalling in the cool of the morn-
ing was a physical delight. The strong
rhythm of his taut body as he rose steadily
on the hills exhilarated him, and he took
pleasure in holding himself at the precise
point at which he could put out all his strength
and keep every movement in control He
felt affectionate towards the old bicycle that
conspired with him. It must be ten years